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"  Through  the  pines  of  the  north  the  dark  Wind-singer  strode, 
As  he  hummed  the  first  notes  of  a  gale ; 

While  a  ghostly  white  cloud  of  cold  dust  swept  the  road, 
Rushing  downwards  to  smother  the  vale." 

—James  McCarroll. 


I,  the  lion-throated, 

The  shaker  of  mountains  ! 
I,  the  invincible, 

Lasher  of  oceans  i 

I,  the  invincible, 

March,  the  earth-shaker ; 
March,  the  sea-lifter, 

March,  the  sky-render  " 

—Isabella  Valancey  Crawford 
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This  region  is  as  lavish  of  its  flowers 

As  Heaven  of  its  primrose  blooms  by  night" 

—Charles  Mair. 
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But  there's  something  abroad  in  the  air, 

Perchance  'tis  the  spirit  of  spring, 

That  fills  me  with  fancies 

Of  blue  skies  and  pansies, 

And  songs  that  the  meadow  brooks  sing" 

— W.  W.  Campbell. 
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This,  my  friend,  shall  be  our  part 
In  this  summer  scheme  of  ours, 
Just  to  grow  a  summer  heart. . 

Fear  to  hurt  and  fear  to  thwart. 

Clearer  sense  of  mighty  Powers- 
This,  my  friend,  shall  be  our  part. 

Just  to  grow  a  summer  heart " 


-Serainus. 


Beyond  me,  in  the  fields  the  sun 
Soaks  in  the  grass,  and  hath  his  will." 

—  Lampman. 


n  ^  -     '    i 

/I  fa  ^-*v  v^ 


The  apple  harvest  days  are  here, 
The  boding  apple  harvest  days, 
And  down  the  flaming  valley  ways 

The  foresters  of  time  draw  near. 

The  apple  harvest  time  is  here, 

The  tender  apple  harvest  time; 

A  sheltering  calm,  unknown  at  prime, 
Settles  upon  the  brooding  year." 

—Bliss  Carman. 


Against  the  distant  purple  hills 

Rich  autumn" tints  are  glowing  ; 
Its  blood-red  wine  the  sumach  spills. 

Deep  hues  of  carmine  showing. 

Haste  to  the  woods  !    put  books  away, 

They'll  wait  the  tardy  comer; 
For  them  there's  many  a  winter  day, 

But  brief's  our  Indian  Summer  !  " 

— FlDELIS. 
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Faith,  science,  doubt  profound, 
Searching'  for  ampler  knowledge  from  afar, 
By  turns  have  soared  to  question  every  star, 
Have  probed  the  earth  to  tell  us  whence  we  are, 
And  whither  bound. 

Dim  faithless  world,  roll  on 
Into  thy  future,  while  the  Christ-sown  seeds 
Grow,  not  to  lifeless  words,  but  living-  deeds; 
And  living  souls  give  utterance  thus  to  creeds 
Like  to  Christ's  own." 

—Daniel  Wilson. 
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COLLECT  FOR  DOMINION  DAY. 

Father  of  Nations  !    Help  of  the  feeble  hand, 

Strength  of  the  strong  !    to  whom  the  nations  kneel ! 
Stay  and  Destroyer,  at  whose  just  command 

Earth's  kingdoms  tremble,  and  her  empires  reel ! 
Who  dost  the  low  uplift,  the  small  make  great, 

And  dost  abase  the  ignorantly  proud, 
Of  our  scant  people  mould  a  mighty  state, 

To  the  strong  stern,  to  Thee  in  meekness  bowed  ! 
Father  of  Unity,  make  this  people  one  ! 

Weld,  interfuse  them  in  the  patriot's  flame, 
Whose  forging  on  Thine  anvil  was  begun 

In  blood  late  shed  to  purge  the  common  shame 
That  so  our  hearts,  the  fever  of  faction  done, 

Banish  old  feud  in  our  young  nation's  name." 

—Charles  G.  D.  Roberts. 
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Then,  to-night,  I  will  chase  my  sorrow,  with  that  last  wild  gust  of  December  ; 

The  gloom  where  I  sit  is  gone,  and  the  gleams  of  the  morning  appear; 
The  past  shall  be  buried  anew  in  the  dust  of  the  smouldering  ember, 

For  the  future  rises  before  me  in  the  flush  of  the  dawning  year." 

Lesperance. 
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